The Hijlork of 

Hot. That Roane ihal be my throne . Wei! ,1 will backe him 
ftraight.O Ffperance,bid Butler lead huh Forth into tire parke 
La. Buthcare you my Lord. 

Her. What fat ell rhou my Lady? 

La. Whatisit carries you away* 

Hot W hy,my horfe(my louej my horfe. 

La, Out youmadheddedape,a weazell hath not fuch a deal 
©ffpleene,as you are toll with. In faith Ileknow your bufine.j 
Harry,that 1 wiki fear, my brother Mortimer doth Air about 
his title,& hathfent for you to line his entcrpnfe,butif yo U <, 0 
Hot. So far a foote,I ihal be weary,louc» 

L*.Come,come you Paraquito .anfwere medire<flly,vnto this 
<juelli6thatlfhalaske:in faith He break thy little finger. Hat, 
ry,and if thou wilt not tell me all thinges true. 

Hot, Away,awayyoutnfler,loue;Iloue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate,this is no world 
To play withmammets,andto tilt with lips, 

Wemufl hauebloudienofcs,and crack tcrownes, 

Andpafle them currant too:gods me my horfe: 

"What fail! thou Kate; what wouldft thou hauc with me? 

La. Do you not loue me?do you not indeede? 

Wel,do not thenffor lince you loue me not, 

1 willnotlouemyfelfe.Doyounotloue me? 

Kay, tel me,ifyoufpeake inieafl.orno? 

Hot, Come wilt thou fee me ride i 
And when I am a horfe back, I wil fwere, 

I loue thee infinitely.Butharke you Kate, 

Imull not haucyou henceforth,queflion me,. 

Whither I go : nor rcafon where about; 

Whither I mufl,Imufl:and to conclude, 

T his cucning mull I leauc you Gentle Kate: 

I know you wife,butyetno farther wife, 

Then Harry Percies wife: conflantyou are. 

But yet a woman and for fecrecy. 

No Lady clofer,for I wil beleaue. 

Thou wilt not vtter what thou doft notknowt 
Andfo far wil I truft thee, gentle Kate. 

La, Hoyv/ofar? 


Exeunt , 


Hot. Notan iach further:but harkeyou Kate, 

VVhither I go, thither lhall you go too: 

To day will I let lorthjto morrow you: 

VVill this content you Kate? 

Lady ktnuft of force. 

Entir Vrince andvowes. 

Pmce.Nedjprcthee come out of chat fat roomc,& lend mec 

thy hand to laugh a lit tic. 

P vines Where haft bin Hal? ii.hnserr 

Pm. With three or foure logger-heads, amonglt three or 
foure fcorehogf-heads. I hauc founded the verybafe flrin D 
humility.Sirra,lam fworwe brother to a ^afh of draw ^ 
can call them al 1 by their chtiften names, asTom,Divke,and 
Francis:thcytake italrcady vpon their faluation,that though I 
be but prince ®fWales,yet lam theKingofcurtefie,6ctelme 
flatly I am not proud lack , like Falflalfe, but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettall.a good boy ('by the Lord fo they call mec) and 
when I am King of England, I fhallcomand all the good lads 
in Eattcheape.They caklrinkingdeepe, dying fcarlet,6c when 
you breath in your warring, they cry hem, and bid you play it 
off. Toconclude,! amfsJ.gooda proficientm one quarter of 
an hourc, that lean drinke with any Tinkarin hisovync lan- 
guage ,duriug my life. I tel thee Ned,’thou haltlol! much ho- 
nour that thou wcrtno twich me Urdus actioir,UtiV fweetN ed; 
to Iweeten which name of Ned , igiue thee this ppmworthof 
fugar,clapteuen now into my hand, by advnderskinker,QRe 
that neuerf pake other English in fb, than eight. (hillings 5c 

fKepence,andiyou'arc welcome, wich tins fhril adition,anone, 
anonfii;skoreapintofbafl:ardinthehalfemoone, orfo. But 
Ned, to daue away time til f alllalffe cometl prethee dp thou 
ftandinfomeby roomp, while Iqiieftion my puny drawer, to 
what end he gauemejt held gar , and doe. jstcuccleaue calling 
Francis.that his tale to me may bee nothingbut,an6ne:lteppe 
afid e,-and lie fliew thee a prefen t. 

Points Francis. Q - 

Prnee Thou art perfeft. 

koines • Francis.. Enter drawer (Ralfel 

I ran, Anone atione fir; locke dovvne into the iponigor yet, 

D % Lrmce 


